a86	vou can't be too careful
any " gleams of nobility " in a darkened and ever-darkening
world ? What light is there to refloct ? What I have to say
to every reader without exception is this: " This means you.
Toil are Tewler. Search your memories sedulously, humble
yourself before the truth. You are Tewler and I am Tewler,
You and I in this book are not getting together and nudging
each other gleefully at the blunders and baseness of a lot of
inferior people. They are part of us, they are one body with
us, and what they are we are. We perish with them. I am
trying to tell you the most hopeful thing in our world and
that is that out of our warring spites and meannesses there is
the bare possibility of a wilful change in our atmosphere that
will revolutionise human life. There is a way out and up,
but only a fellowship of resentment and disillusionment can
lead to that. We can make no terms with falsehood. Man-
kind has to be debunked. When Man realises his littleness,
his greatness can appear. But not before. The priests, the
scribes and pharisees, propitiatory Pilate and compromising
Judas, will fight to the last against that release of Cosmopolis
and the great brotherhood of sapiens that will ensue."
How long are we unawakened Cosmopolitans to go on-
wasting one another and devastating the future ? What of
the next generation that is straggling about in an evasive
world that still lacks the wit to achieve peace ? Young Henry
—I meant not to tell you—is in jail, and his father has dis-
owned him. He was involved in a labour riot, and he may
or may not have been party to the killing of a man. His trial
was brief and farcical. He may be young enough to save
when the great jail delivery of the world revolution comes,
but that will have to be soon for him to profit by it.
Edward Albert married again late last year. Something
of the sort was inevitable. He met a widowed lady of inde-
pendent means in a hydropathic establishment which has
reopened in the Peak District. A certain flirtatiousness, small
attentions, agreement in casual observations, awakened a
mutual interest. They drifted together and kept together
like two bits of wood on a stream. They looked for each
other at breakfast-tizoe and after dinner they wore not

